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OLT, inthetrue ftyle of a quibbler, laft week 
mentioned the bufinefs of Callender. He dare not meet 
the accufation openly and like aman, The accufation 
was explicitly defined—‘* Mr. Jefferfon paid one hun- 
dred dollars to Callender for libelling George Wafhing- 
ton and John Adams.” Holt firft admits the truth, 
and endeavors to prove it charity. Finding in the 
tranfaétion, all the ingredients of iniquity, and not 


one colour of charity, what does he then do ? Why he. 


virtually calls Duane, Cheetham, Blake, Smith and 
Jones, who admit the fa&t, fools, and pointedly denies 
it. ‘To make us believe the ftory a fabrication, he has 
attacked Callender pugnzs et calcibus. His obje& is 
to prove that Callender is not to be credited. How is 
this done? Why he fays, [will the world believe it] 
that Callender once faid Duane was a good man, and 
an excellent republican, but that he now fays Du- 
ane is a knave, a thief and a breaker open of letters. 
Alas! Mr. Holt, what an unfortunate editor you are. 
You made your debut in a moft unmerciful and violent 
attack upon Sec. Dearborn and his ‘ feven’’ relations 
now in office. Your fecond number, upon the moft 
accurate calculation, contained ** more or lefs’’ of no- 
thing. In all this there is nothing criminal, for fo far 
you undoubtedly did as well as your poor head would 
permit. But in your third number, what have you 
done ? Unfortunate man! yon have moft violently 
butchered your own veracity ;~for the fame method 
of argument by which you have condemned Callender, 
will inevitably deftroy all your pretentions to credibi- 
lity, 

About the time of Callender’s trial, you printed a 
paper in New-London—In that paper Callender was 
extolled to the fkies. He ‘was then an ‘excellent re- 
publican,” ‘* a virtuous man,” ‘agood citizen” “a 
fuffering patriot.”’ I have not a’file of your papers, but 


I well recolle& the above ; and you dare not—you are 
challenged to deny it. You now declare him a liar, a 
caitiff, a vile wretch, and a man not to be credited. 
How then does the bufinefs ftand ? Your argument is 


~this.—Callender once called Duane an honeft ** able 


editor’ —he now calls Duane a blackguard, and a vil- 
lain—ergo, Callender isa liar, and ‘ notto be credit- 
ed.”’ Then, fir, my argument js this—‘t Holt always, 
until very lately, extolled Callender'as a good ‘‘ repub- 
lican, a good citizen, a fuffering patriot.” Holt now 
calis him a liar, a caitiff, an ingrate—ergo, Holt isa 

. and **a man not to be credited.” ! Mr. Holt, 
what an unfortunate editor you are. In attempting moft 
clumfily to buteher Callender, you have committed a 
Selo de fe—you have arraigned, accufed and conviéted 
your own chara€ier. Let the public feal your fentence. 
If there is athing on earth to be pitied, it is a mifer-*‘able 
editor,” conftantly tumbling into the mire; and whofe 
every ftruggle, but finks him the deeper. 

R. RUSTICOAT, Esouire. 


a 
Some witty dog, lately trom Wafhington, has, in 


Holt’s two laft Bees, reported an impeachment of 
Thomas Jefferfon, by the Urited States. We have no 
doubt that Thomas Jefferfon will end his prefidential 
career inthis way. The good fenfe of the. country is 
every where refuming its empire. And Jefferfon muft 








- foon meet the fame fate with all demagogues, who by 


deception, and bribery, through meannefs and depra- 
vity, have raifed themfelves on the fhoulders of the 
people.—But people are wondering what fingular. ge- 
nius could have written this witty report, which Holt 
has publifhed. Some would pretend to believe that it 
was the attorney general himfelf—or at leaft his ‘* lim- 
ber limbed” boy.—Some think, however, from the 
ftile, and the circumftance that he only has of late 
from this vicinity vifited Wafhington, that old Solomon 
was the reporter, Some, however, declare im favor 
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of the ‘ larned Goofy Johnny.”—I am of the opin. 
ion that Holt himfelt was the author, and that he took 
for his model a report which he formerly publifhed, en- 
titled—** The trial of Charles Holt, for lying and fe- 
dition, for flandering and defaming almoft ali the ‘vir- 
tuein the country.’’ Now whether it was the Attorney 
General, his “‘ limber-boy,”’ old Solomon, Gooly John- 
ny, or Holt himfelf, I do not know. But this I do 
know-—-that no man, with or without common fenfe, 
can read the pitiful preduétion, without compaflionat- 
ing its frivolous author, and fighing for the ftupid ab- 
furdities into which the frail creatures of God will fome- 
times wander. 


N. B. We thal! foon prefent to the public the trial 
of Thomas Jefferfon at a different tribuna!—the tribu- 
nal of his own confcience—Decency, truth and patri- 
etifm are the accufers, the genius of Columbia the At- 
torney General—And the facred fhades of thofe heroes 
who bled for our.freedom, and who are gone to their 
reward, with the injured Wafhington at their head, are 


the Witnefles. 


— &73— 
FOR THE WASP. 


ia ABRAHAM BISHOP, 

HERE fometimes appear men formed with 
‘* fuch unhappy difpofitions, that we are led to confi- 
‘*s der them inno other view than as emanations from 
‘* the evil genius, bereft by the avenging God of the 
‘* power ff doing good. Weak in the {phere of wif- 
** dom, fuch men are only efficient inthe arts of vice 
‘* and deftruétion ; they are ingenious in thofe concep- 
*‘ tions, fkilful in that cunning, and daring in thoefe 
«* meafures which renderthem more hideous and fearful 
‘* in the [chools of falfhood, depravity and wickednefs, 
** In the den of confpirators, thefe men are pre-emi. 
«« nent by the atrocity of their deeds ; they excel inthe 
‘“‘ arts of preparing infurre€tions and of combining 
** the downfall of the altar with that of order, If their 
** career be ever impeded, it is only when they ap- 
‘* proach the paths of virtue and of real fcience. When 
‘** Heaven, in its wrath, permits a being of this fpecies 
‘** to appear onthe earth, ithas only to put individuals 
«« within the {phere of his a€tivity and it will be awful. 
«« ly avenged, 


« With fuch qualities, and under fuch aufpices, 
** was born in New-Haven, about the year Abra- 
‘ ham Bifhop, better know” in the annals of Jacobin- 
§ ifm, by the name of * the Orator of Delufion.” Te 





«© the eternal fhame of Thomas Jefferfon, this itnpious 
‘© wretch, heretofore clerk of the Court in New-Haven 
© but expelled from that office, as a traitor to his God, 
** to his country and to the whole univerfe, peacefully, 
“in the city of New-Havea, enjoys an afylum, is 
** fupported, from the public treafury, and is dignifi. 
** withthe title of Collector of the Revenue. An odi- 
‘* ous phenomenon in nature—an atheift, void of re. 
‘* morfe—a profound hypocrite, deftitute of thofe fu. 
‘* perior talents which lead to the vindication of truth, 
** he is poffeffed of all that cunning and ardor in vice, 
‘¢ which renders him a fit tool in the hands of confpi- 
‘‘ rators, demagogues and traitors. Shunning, like 
‘* the ill-boding owl, the genial rays of the fun, ine 
‘* wraps around him the mantle of darknefs ; and hifto. 
‘* ry fhall fecord of him, as ofthe evil {pirit, only the 
‘* black deeds which he attempted to execute.” 


If ever there was an accurate def{cription of Abraham 
Bifhop, itisthe above. And this wretch 1s the prefent 
reacher of atheif{m and democracy, in Conneéticut, 
fo highly extolled by Holt and other atheiftical editors. 
For an account of his vagrant life, the reader is refer. 
red toa late Conneéticut Courant. Bifhop has lately 
received a moft unmerciful laceration from the pen of 
his brother Cheetham. Cheetham charged Abraham 
with being the tool of Co!. Burr, and atthe fame time 
told him he was fuch a booby as nottoknowit. Abra- 
ham denied it, and tried his beft to be witty. Cheet- 
ham replied, and handled bim a little too roughly. 
The {marting Abraham foon prodiced another vindica- 
tion. Cheetham then came out in all his rage, and in 
the twinkling of an eye, knocked poor Abraham ftiff. 
sheetham abfolutely proved him a quibbler, a block- 
head, a dupeand a har. And the affrighted, quivering 
Abraham, now ftands groaning in all the pains which 
rage, difappointment, difgrace and a molt fevere flog- 
ging, can produce. If any one doubts this, let him 
view the whole wire-drawn controverfy in the Citizen. 
This fame wretch has lately publifhed a moft miferable 
and deteftable attack upon the clergy, and upon chrif- 
tianity itfelf, Ignorance, anger, and puerility are 
ftamped on every page of it. Sometimes he will be 
talking very calmly about America—when, a]! at once 
‘¢ Bedlam is let out,’? and Abraham takes a moft furi. 
ous excurfion. He rufhes like a hurricane through the 
dark ages—makes a moft violent onfet upon the religi- 
on of Mahomet—pours himfelf headlong upon the Po- 
'ytheifm of the ancients—ranges like a whirlwind thro’ 
the hiftory of the Jews—finally takes his fland at the 
chriftian era, and makes a moft ferious attempt to de- 
monftrate that Pau! of Tarfus was a Deift, a Democrat, 
and precifely of his way of thinking. 


O Abra’m Bifhop ! Abra’m Bifhop O! 
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FOR THE WASP. 


N the abominable Bumble Bee, No. 3, I perceive 
that the editor has beftowed fyme handfome epcomiums 
on Mr. Bifhop, and his “* Confpiracy &c.’’—In the 
courfe of thefe encomiums, the editor fays, that ‘‘ un- 
tounded {currilous attacks, however falfe or venomous, 
will never provoke notice or reply from him (meaning 
Mr. Bifhop) who is (and then to difplay his learning 
comes an extraét from Shakefpeare) 

« So thoroughly armed with honesty, 

That they pass by him as the idle wind, 

Which he regardeth not.” 


Now is this not enough to extort laughter from a 


ftoic >—Abraham Bifhop armed with honefty! Why 
Holt you may as well look for religion ig 
or morality among a fet of Bacchanalians, as e leaft 
fhadow of honefty about that fellow. Have you forgot 
the blunder you made by introducing the Lord Fal- 
mouth Dialogue ? And has your zeal for Bilhop orthe 
rapidity of your imagination, hurried you into another ? 
Really, Mr. Holt, this terrible infeét of your’s has 
turned out a mere Bumble-Bee, and I fear will foon 
become an impertinent fly, that lights on democratic 


difhes,and quits them with leaving naught but its excre- 
ments behind. CAUTION. 


*Mr. Holt can fupply theletters wanting vf he choofes. 


Is 

HOLT fays, the burden of the Federal fong is, that 
Mr. Jefferfon paid Callender for writing againft the 
late adminiftration. This is wholly falfe. The charge 
is explicitly this :—Jefferfon paid Callender for cal- 
ling Wathington a traitor, a robber, and a perjurer— 
For calling Adams, a heary headed incendiary ; and for 
mott grofsly {landering the private charaéters of men, 
who, he well knew were virtuous. Thefe charges, 
not a democratic editor has yet dared, or ever will dare 
te meet inan open manly difcuffion. 








‘‘ THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG!” 

ON one fide of Holt’s paper you will find nothing 
but whining and pining—I{nivelling and groaning about 
Money !- Money !—Qn the other, nothing but {narling 
and {napping, and growling about *' the Golden Elixir 
of Federali{m” Envy diétates all this —Three fourths 
of your noify, gabbling, felf-made ‘ republicans,” 
would fell their ears for an half an ounce of ‘ Golden 
Elixir.” 

THE poetry in Holt’s laft Bee refembles Mitchell’s 
proem. The ‘ warm tints,” the “lips,’’ and the 
‘* tranquil pleafure” of a rofe ;— Hope’s funny 
Smile,’ &c.—Thefe are new inventions, Mr. Holt— 
new figures, I {uppofe—or what the deuce are they ? 








HOLT has prefixed the following lines, as a motto, 

at the top ot his Hudfon paragraphs :— 
“« Swiftas occasion, I myself will fly ; 
And earlier than the morn wake thee te freedom.” 

I don’t know where Holt picked up thefe appropriate 
and elegant lines ; but as he has enclofed them in marks 
of quotation, it is natural to conclude he did not make 
them—he will not therefore take offence, if I beftow 
fome little attention on them. 

Swift as occafion—| Some occafions puth people 
very rapidly.—The greater part of our democratic edi- 
tors, have had frequent occafon to fly from an ugly fet 
of men called Sheriffs, &c.—Duane and Cheetham had 
very prefling occafons to fly trom their country, and 
Holt and Mitchell left Conne€ticut, on account of fome 
particular occafons. f 

I myfelf—| Why not I by myfelf I ? 

Will fly—\| This has reference to the Bee, for Holt 
will never //y, (unlefs it is from juftice)—he would as 
foon think of telling the truth, as of /lyzng. 

Earlier than the morn—| ‘This muit be about 
midnight—a time when jacobins are much prone to 
be abroad.———Ctizens, look out! 

Wake thee to freedom—|Aye! many a fober citizen 
has been awoke from his midnight flumbers, by the free- 
dom, noife and riot of half and whole drunken demo- 
crats, difperfing from their dens of fedition and mif- 


chief. 
From the Centinel of Freedom, printed at Newark, 
by Pennington and Gould. 


‘© We have received the firft number of the Bee, 
publifhed at Hudfon in the ftate of N. York, by Mr. 
Holt. The favorable aufpices under which Mr. Holt 
has commenced at that place will, we hope, enfure him 
fuccefs proportionate to his meritorious abilities, and 
the firmnefs with which he has fupported the caufe; the 
perfecutions which he has experienced in his own itate 
through federal vengeance, and the infufficiency of pa- 
tronage, owing to the languid ftate of republicanifm, 
has operated as inducements for him to leave that foil, 
and take a refidence where the vegetation and fragrance 
of the republican plant will afford him and his family, a 
bounteful fuftenance.”’ 


Pennington and Gould, muft be a brace 
of ftupid blockheads to publifh fuch a pa 
ragraph as this, and then fend their paper 
to a place where Mr, Holt’s ‘‘ meritorious 
abilities” and the ‘* favorable aufpices” un- 
der which he commences are well known. 


—Now Holt ‘* blufhes like a black cat,” 
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whenever any lying democrat, who is un- 
acquainted with him, undertakes to com- 
pliment him about his adslitiers.—For his 
own part he never Jays any claim to that 
anti-Jacobin commodity, called adzhity ; 
and nobody that is acquainted with him 
would prefume to accufe him of poffefling 
any of it.—Under what ‘‘ favorable aufpi- 
pices” does Holt commence at this place ? 
Why, a purfe, of from 500 to 1000 dol- 
lars has been made up for him—and this, no 
doubt, ‘‘ will afford him and his family (as 
long as it lafts) a bountiful fuftenance.” 


The above-mentioned Centine/ of Free- 
dom, is iffeed on paper made of currier’s 
fhavings, or fhavings of leather ; and I 
cannot but remark how well its appearance 
and quality correfpond with its /eather- 
headed, fhecp-/kin editors.—Duane ought to 
print on adder’s fkins—Cheetham on mufk- 
rat’s {kins—Holt on affes’ fkins—the man of 
the Sun on goat fkins—and Mitchell ought 
to have a cow-fkin imprinted on his own 








hide. 
CLS 
ALLITERATION !—TROPES —=FTGURES, 
&e. &c. &c. 


IN the Rhode-Iland Republican, among 
half a dozen columns of democratic argu- 
ment and erudition, which the editor fays, 
‘* merit a diligent perufal,” I find the fol- 
lowing wonderful paffage :— 

‘Nobles, villains, and vaffals ; prejudice, paffion 
and private intereft, warp on the wind, like the Egyp- 
tian hoft of toads and locufts, and form a canopy un- 
der which it is evident he [fomebody] hoped to re- 
cline.” 

This paffage, it muft be acknowledged, 
‘¢ merits a diligent perufal.’’—Who, except 
a Rhode-Ifland democrat, would have tho’t 
of a hoft of toads, warping on the wind, 


and forming a canopy ?—Mr. Jefferfon is 
a tolerable hand at metaphor——but this 
Rhode-Iflander beats him out and out.—— 
Aye! Mr. Jefferfon, to him, is no more 
than a whortleberry in a mammoth’s— 


mouth. 








To CORRESPONDENTS. 


An extract, communicated by an obliging “‘ Customer,” tobe in- 
serted in my ‘ useful, abusive paper,” may be very well in its place, 
but it will not do for the Wasp—besides, I have ne inclination to 
peddle other people’s wares.—None but original matter can be ad- 
mitted, 

Sundry communications are unavoidably omitted. 


EDSEDOREDSESSEDISESISA 
THE FELLOW-LABORERS.—A TALE. 


BY THE EDITOR, 


Tw Attorney-General chanc’d, one day, to meet 
A dirty, ragged fellow in the street—~ 

A noisy swagg’ring beast, 

With rum, haifdrunk, at least. 
Th’ Attorney, too, was drunk—but not with grog— 
Power and pride had set his head agog. 


The clown approach’d him with familiar air— 
Before him made a stand, 
And eager seiz’d his hand— 

Th’ Attorney strait in wonder ’gan to stare. 


«| All hail! your honor !” quoth the clown— 
‘* | knew we'd gain our glorious cause— 
«| We've wrote the cursed ted’rals down, 
« In spite of their sedition laws.” 


« We ! and Our!” quoth th’ Attorney, ‘« who are you ? 
‘* Your face before, I’m sure I never knew.” 

** Not know me, by my soul, 

«¢ Indeed, that’s wond’rous droll— 
We're fellow lab’rers for the common good.” 

‘* How fellow lab’rers, pray ?” 

The Attorney seem’d to say) 
While, madly frowning on the clown, he stood. 


oa 
~ 


« Why said the fellow, with a gmile, 

‘* You weekly in the paper toil— 

«« Condemn the old administration, 

** And do your best to “save the nation’”— 
‘¢ While I, with just the same pretences, 

« Chalk ‘ damn the feds’ on gates and fences.” 


IS EIN ELD HELD HED HED D: 
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